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Jungle
1 he waste of gorges and swamps, of woods and mountains,
dividing Chittagong from Arakan, is formidable to cross during
the monsoon. The writer has teen on its fringes and can declare
that nothing would have induced him to attempt it in July. Our
travellers were to take eleven days to get over.
At first they advanced cautiously, firing shots at random, in
case the tiger should seek to replace the victim he had dropped.
* We travelled on thus through the heavy forest/ says Manrique,
4 with our muskets in our hands, afflicted by the rain and sinking
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in the mud.' At four o'clock they came to the edge of a rice plain
some miles wide. Such forest clearings do not necessarily mean a
village. Here, not a hut was to be seen; the clearing was a swamp
no longer cultivated. They decided to camp beside it for the night.
The grass was lank and wringing wet, but the elephants cleared a
space at the foot of a tree. It was raining too hard to light a fire
and, so, impossible to cook supper, Tibao had taken the precaution
to bring a quantity of hard cakes, a sort of biscuit, and these were
distributed, the captives even getting a share. The howdah was
then pitched on the ground like a tent, and some of the party
huddled inside and others lay under the lee of it. When the moon
rose, an invisible moon that diffused a faint light under the drip-
ping trees, a gale suddenly blew up, carrying away the curtains of
the howdah and finally its roof. Dawn found them all drenched to
the skin. But so violent was the gale that the rain had ceased.
Manrique and the Captain mounted their elephant. They had
now no protection against the weather. The swamp was crossed*
Beyond it was a ridge, which they climbed painfully. At the sum-
mit the wind dropped, and down came the rain again, heavier
than ever. ' But God was pleased in His infinite mercy to ordain
that it should not rain quite all night/ records the Friar. They.
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